CHAPTER V
RASPUTIN NEXT
THE military flying-school was at Gatchino, and there I spent the
next three months, learning to fly under the tuition of Colonel
A. Boreiko, a Knight of St George, also under the French ace
Pegout and a Lieutenant Carrol, and making myself thoroughly
acquainted with the care and maintenance of Russian flying-
machines. Since they were rather inferior machines on the whole,
and spares were difficult to obtain, flying at Gatchino was an exercise
in which only Russians could be expected to take an unclouded joy.
"My belief," said one of the mechanics to me on the first day
I was going up, "is that success in flying is something that depends
upon the condition of the soul It stands to reason it is so. Flying
so high brings you nearer to God, and when a man with a bad
conscience, or a doubter or an atheist, goes so near to God, he be-?
comes nervous in his soul and is worried and flies badly, and sol^
the man and the machine come down. But a good man need have
no fear however close to God he goes. So every time a machine
comes down, whether the pilot is killed or not, I say to myself,
*He is a bad one, that one, he could not bear to find himself close
to God.' So look you in your own soul, sir, if you would know
whether it is safe or not for you to fly." This was the philosophy of
the man on whom I depended for the airworthiness of my first
machine,
But the average Russian pilot was quite prepared to accept
this extraordinary attitude to the problems of flight and matched
it with a fatalistic philosophy of his own. All airmen in the war
were superstitious and fatalistic in their outlook. They had to be.
But with the other nationalities it was mainly bravado, while with
mort of the Russian flying-men I knew it was a super form of the
Russian war-disease: a pathetic belief that the reckless heroism
and personal self-sacrifice of men must by some law of natural justice
in the workings of war prove stronger than any machines. To win
the w^r it was only necessary for enough of them to be ready to
die. The pathos of this beHef was that their commanders were
conmflttd tat all they had to do to win the war was to be ready
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